THE FAMILY COUNCIL

And then he went on banteringly: "But really, my dear Adrien, is
it because you are so certain of surviving me that you take such an
anxious interest in my affairs?"

A fortnight later, carrying a bunch of roses, he went to the Gare de
Lyon to meet Sylvaine.

She got out on the platform, followed by the "friend" who was carry-
ing the infants in her arms.

Sylvaine looked splendidly well.

"I recovered very quickly/' she said.

"And there they are, the darlings!" cried Lulu, stroking the twins'
cheeks with bent forefinger. "What? There's a boy and a girl? I
hadn't realized that; I thought it was two boys."

"Not at all! I told you in my first letter: the girl is called Lucienne,
after you, and the boy Fernand, because Fernande is his godmother.
Don't you read my letters?"

"Of course I do, darling, what do you think! But as you always
spoke of them in the plural as twins, I've always imagined since your
first telegram that they were boys. As for you, Mademoiselle," Lulu
added, speaking to the "friend," "I don't think you're looking so well
as when you left."

Fernande, unhappy, a lump in her throat, clasping to her the two
little bodies that in a few minutes would be taken from her for ever,
held back her tears and forced a smile.

"Oh, but she was wonderful, you know!" Sylvaine said quickly.
"She got so exhausted looking after me!"

They walked through the station, Sylvaine on Lulu's arm, and
Fernande following behind. They looked rather like a baptismal pro-
cession. In the taxi Lulu asked: "You don't feed them yourself, do
you?"

"Oh, no! I hadn't enough milk," Sylvaine replied.

On the doorstep of the Rue de Naples Sylvaine embraced Fernande
four times over, took the children from her and said: "Thank you,
dearest, for everything you've done! You've been an angel. I really
don't know what I should have done without you. We'll telephone each
other tomorrow morning for sure."

The little nursemaid whom Sylvaine had asked Anny Feret to engage
to take charge of the children had already arrived. During the morn-
ing the Trois Quartiers had sent in two cradles, one pink and the other
blue.

Sylvaine was busy for an hour arranging things for the twins, giving
instructions to the new nurse, and establishing feeding-hours, while the
housemaid, who did not know whether she should call the mistress
"Mademoiselle" or "Madame," was unpacking the trunks.

Amid all the bustle Lulu stood smiling, allowing himself to be pushed
here and there, stroking his neck above his collar.
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